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THEY WERE old, crippled, 
horrible. The woman hobbled 
about on two crutches; one of 
the men, blind, walked with 
his eyes shut, his hands out¬ 
stretched, his fingers spread 
open; the other, a deaf-mute, 
followed with his head lowered, 
rarely raising the sad, restless 
eyes that were the only sign of 
life in his impassive face. 

It was said that they were 
two brothers and a sister, and 
that they were united by a sa¬ 
vage affection. One was never 


seen without the other; at the 
church doors they shrank back 
into the shadows, keeping a- 
way from those professional 
beggars who stand boldly in the 
full light so that passers-by 
may be ashamed to ignore their 
importunancy. They did not 
ask for anything. Their appear¬ 
ance alone was a prayer for 
help. As they moved silently 
through the narrow, gloomy 
streets, a mysterious trio, they 
seemed to personify Age, Night, 


and Silence. 
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horror of the Infinite poured 
in slowly and steadily. Like 
two shadows entered the shore¬ 
less void and the unfathoma¬ 
ble darkness; they extinguished 
the sun, ravished the earth from 
under the feet, and the roof 
from over the head. No more 
did the frozen heart ache. 

TIME STOOD STILL and 
the beginning of each thing 
grew frightfully near to its 
end. Augustus throne, just 
erected, crumbled down, and 
the void was already in the 
tplace of the throne and of Au- 


he, and horror grew upon him. 
“Frail vessels with living, 
seething blood, with a heart 
that knows sorrow and also 
great joy,” said he in his heart, 
and tenderness pervaded it. 

Thus pondering and oscilat- 
ing between the poles of Life 
and Death, he slowly came 
back to life, to find in its suf¬ 
fering and in its joys a shield 
against the darkness of the 
void and the horror of the In- 


/ the void. Like 
fantastic giants, cities, states 
and countries fell down and 
vanished in the void darkness, 
and with uttermost indifference 
did the insatiable black womb 
of the Infinite swallow them. 

“Halt!” ordered the emperor. 

In his voice sounded already 
a note of indifference, his 
hands dropped io languor, and 
in the vain struggle with the 
onrushing darkness his fiery 
eyes now blazed up, and now 
went out. 

“My life you have taken from 


That evening the deified A 
Justus partook of his mes 
ii'd drinks with particular jr 


And these words of hooeless- 
r.ess saved him. He rem nbfr- 
ed his neople, \ 


The following day, the hang- 
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In days gone by, when an editor discovered a new writer, 1 
induce^him^to sign an exclusive contract, in some instances. 

editor can still have the pfeasure of seeing liis discovery 
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A DISMAL fog-dank after¬ 
noon was turning into a murky 
twilight when Theophilus Alvor 
paused on Brooklyn Bridge to 
peer down at the dim river 
with a shudder of sinister sur¬ 
mise. He was wondering how 
it would feel to cast himself 
into the chill, turbid waters, 
and whether he could summon 
up the necessary courage for 
an act which, he had persuaded 
himself, was now becoming 
inevitable as well as laudable. 


He felt that he was too weary, 
sick and disheartened to go on 
with the evil dream of exist- 

From any human standpoint, 
there was doubtless abundant 
reason for Alvor’s depression. 
Young, and full of unquenched 
visions and desires, he had 
come to Brooklyn from an up¬ 
state -village three months be¬ 
fore this autumn of 1930, hop¬ 
ing to find a publisher for Ms 
writings; but his old-fasMoned 
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by ROBERT E. HOWARD 

Satan is my brother, Satan is my son, 

Satan was my guiding star before my life begun. 

I follow all his highroads, the gaudy roads that shine — 
Satan is my brother, and I have drunk his wine. 

Down the hill together, reeling, roaring drunk. 

We have staggered when the moon was a Chinese junk 
On a starry ocean, spreading yellow sails, 

Seven thousand little demons, rowing with their tails. 

Out of the brothels we have come careening. 

On each side a flaming wench, on our shoulders leaning. 
Leave the pious righteousness to the priests and churls! 
Satan is my brother, and I have kissed his girls. 

Satan gives me promises — bitter is his mead! — 

He will give me my reward for each flaming deed. 

Satan has a place for me, weaving to his spell — 

I will find a burning berth in his bitter Hell. 

Satan gives me word of this, o’er the tavern table, 

I will curry flaming steeds in the Devil’s stable. 

Out across the brothel sounds his brooding yell: 

All my life will win for me is a berth in Hell. 

But I’d rather bide there, mocked by Demons Seven 
Than to live with prudes and priests in a sexless heaven! 
High roads and by roads, and all the world is dim! 

Satan is my brother, and I will follow him. 
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Stranger than you would expect is this tale of 
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The Old Duke vowed 
he would return . . . 
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WHILE THEY LAST 

You can still obtain these issues of 
MAGAZINE OF HORROR. Don't delay! 
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Now—A Noted Doctor Shows You How to 
Enjoy a Healthy, Satisfying Married Sex Life 
d tovE Filled with Happiness and Love! 













